MODERN TRAVEL

catches the reiterated sound of the hooped waves break-
ing upon the world's sea-shores and the impartial crying
of the white gulls, articulate of nature's unthinking
confidence ! I dream. It cannot be. His dust, the
dust of Jesus Christ so pitiable and so proud, has long
since been transformed into infinitesimal particles blown
hither and thither amongst littered olive leaves. It has
been moved aside by the feet of the obedient mules.
It has given sustenance to the fair innocence of the grass
of the land. Dead, dead, dead ! Since that human
body dropped after its last cry of despair there has been
no reviving. Ruined and again ruined ! Only this
religion remains to save the memory of the man so
passionate and so to be adored. How extraordinary
that it should all have happened as it has happened !
Like lost children in a wood, we will follow any light.
We are intimidated by death, we are hungry for re-assur-
ance, we demand that the secret nature of things should
be solicitous for our welfare. Though they prosper for
a time, all our fond credulities must one by one be
abandoned. We have been deceived and we are
deceived. We thrive on cozenage as nanny goats and
quails on the poison of hellebore.

Passing down that road with no footfalls sounding
but our own, with the hooting of an owl from a sprawl-
ing fig tree, with tiny crickets piping, and with the
flickering shadows of bats on the white dust, I would
gladly have had Christianity to be true.

Yesterday I received a letter from an old servant.
Her husband, a miner in South Wales, has been out
rf work for nearly a year and they have been living
XL inconceivable poverty, " I hope this year will be
Detter," she wrote, " for you never did see such poverty
/vhat be about in these parts. We must put our trust
n God, as your old father used to tell us in pulpit on
Sundays." Yet actually there is none to save, no divine
power capable of sudden intervention. Every hour,
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